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that distinguishes the man of culture everywhere. In the
pilgrim we discerned the free spirit that never would grow up.
Power meant nothing to him; he neither aspired to wield it nor
stooped to worship it, he just ignored it. In this trait he and
the hermit met on common ground; for the latter, though
possessed of powers both- temporal and psychic which brought
with them a right to the service and obedience of others as a
matter of course, yet set no store by such power because, by
a ruthless stripping of all romance and sentimentality from life,
he had learned to know it and the sensations which it brings,
for hollow things. Thus both the men, otherwise so different,
conformed in their own ways with the Buddhist ideal of tin-
attachment, towards which they had travelled by routes that
suited their respective natures. Both of them were founded
upon the rock of the same idea, the illusory character of the
phenomenal world and of their own egos; but the one knew it
instinctively and revealed it by his attitude towards the quite
simple problems of daily life, while the prelate had the added
power of being able to define his ideas for the benefit of others.
He was a born teacher, a Lama in the technical sense of the
word.

Once, at a later date, I made the half-joking remark that
" the Lachhen Lama is one of those who are said by the Tibetans
to have passed to the stage beyond good and evil." I had
inadvertently happened on the truth; for, after we returned
home to England, I read in a travel book by the Marquis of
Zetland, then Lord Ronaldshay, of how he had been told by the
same abbot of Lachhen himself that he had reached a penulti-
mate stage on the way to Enlightenment, where pairs of distinc-
tions lose their meaning, even that of evil and good.

He who shall have mastered this doctrine will be freed from sin,
and also from virtue.

The quotation comes from one of the Tantrik books, I think,
but I have been unable to trace the reference. I have never
met anyone who so impressed me ** as one having authority,
and not as the Scribes." During daily interviews with him I
felt my attention captured beyond any chance of straying. His
room at T'hangu was similar to the one at Lachhen monastery*
A softened light entered by the window. There was an altar